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Steve isn't sure how the argument started- not that he's ever quite sure why half of the arguments he has 


with Johnny start- but whatever the reason for it, this time there's something different about it. 


Johnny's needling Steve harder than usual, poking and prodding like a bored cat with a lizard. Though the rest 
of the band has departed, likely desperate to get away from what's teetering on the edge of a full blown fight, 
Johnny remains in the warehouse, refusing to give Steve a second of peace despite the hours he's already 
spent tormenting him. 


"Why're you still here? Can't you get lost already?" Steve snarls, pacing back and forth as Johnny watches him 
with that infuriating glint in his eyes. 


lm trying to help you, Steve," coos Johnny, voice dripping with condescension. "Friendly advice from your 


favorite bandmate." 


"You're not helping," Steve snaps, stopping in his tracks and marching over to Johnny. "You've done nothing but 


call me a moron for five minutes!" 
‘Ive called you more than just that," Johnny corrects, rolling his eyes. "Laughably stupid comes to mind." 


Something snaps in Steve's head. He's not sure if its the months spent holding himself back from punching 
Johnny right in his sneering face that makes him do it, or if it's the amount of booze that's swirling around in 
his system, clouding any sense of better judgment Steve might theoretically have. Either way, Steve takes a 
furious step forward, grabs Johnny by the lapels of his coat, and shoves him against the wall. 


"Shut the fuck up," Steve hisses, pinning Johnny in place by the hold he has on his coat. "Just shut the fuck 


up." 
A flicker of something- fear , Steve hopes- flashes across Johnny's face for the briefest of seconds before 
the sharp glint returns to his eyes and he's off running his mouth again. "My, my, you really are clever. 


Practice that one in the mirror this morning?" 


For a moment, Steve considers headbutting Johnny. ltd give them both a headache for the next week but the 
thrill of knocking Johnny unconscious almost makes the idea worth trying. Instead, Steve gives Johnny a hard 
shake, causing his head to bounce roughly off the concrete. "I told you to shut the fuck up." 


Johnny's head lolls slightly, his eyes refocusing and a thin pink flush spreading across his face. The glint that 
Steve hates so much is finally gone, replaced in full by that previous something that Steve still can't put his 


finger on. 


Its strange, uncomfortable even, the look Johnny's giving him. Steve almost wants to let him go and storm off. 
He doesn't though. If Steve lets Johnny go now, that means Johnny wins. And then Steve'll never hear the end 
of it. 


"You could have given me a concussion," Johnny practically growls, voice low in an unfamiliar way. He doesn't 


sound angry, but whatever playfulness was in his tone before is gone. 
Steve considers taking a step back. 


But before Steve can move, Johnny surges forward and presses his lips against Steve's hard enough to 


bruise. 


Briefly, in the few seconds he has before instinct takes over and he's kissing back just as hard, Steve wonders 
if he's given Johnny brain damage. It's the only reasonable explanation for what's happening besides a sudden 


bout of insanity. 


Contagious insanity , Steve thinks just as his coherent thoughts start vanishing to make room for the lust 
that's bubbling up inside of him, polluting his mind and dragging him forward to deepen the kiss even further. 


Johnny isn't attractive. Not in the way Steve likes at least. But Steve can't deny that there's something 
appealing about Johnny, something thats caused him to stay up late with a hand wrapped around his cock and 


fantasize when his usual magazines aren't doing the trick 

Maybe its Johnny's thin, almost girlish frame. Or maybe it's the way that Steve can perfectly imagine what 
kinds of whining little noises Johnny would make while being fucked Or maybe it's how Johnny always protests 
just a bit too much whenever the subject of sex is brought up, like he's scared of whatll happen if he lets 


the conversation go on too long. 


Whatever the reason, Steve can feel his prick getting hard in his jeans, pressing its head up against the rough 
fabric and begging to be released. 


Steve lets one of his hands fall from Johnny's coat and down to his own zipper. He fumbles with it for a 
moment before finally pulling it down and releasing his cock, the cool air hitting his hot skin causing Steve to 


jolt slightly. 


Johnny notices- because of course he does , thinks Steve- and pulls away, breaking the kiss. "What do you think 


you're doing?" 

"What does it look like?" says Steve, dumbfounded. "Aren't we going to fuck?" 

"Are we?" Johnny sounds just as confused, his brows knitting together slightly. 

"That's what you want, right?" Steve loosens his grip on both his cock and Johnny's coat, somehow more 
baffled by Johnny's sudden shift in behavior than he was by the kiss. "You- uh- you kissed me ‘cause you 
want to fuck?" 


"| don't know," says Johnny flatly. "I wasn't thinking that far ahead." 


At the last possible second, Steve manages to swallow down his laugh. "You're fucking nuts, man. You were 


kissing me like you couldn't wait to get me cock in you." 


Johnny makes a noise close to a hiss, his face rapidly turning the same color as his hair. "Of course a sexual 


maniac like yourself thinks that kissing always leads to sex." 
"So, we're not gonna fuck?" 


There's silence for a moment, only broken by their mutual heavy breathing, as Johnny looks from Steve's face 
to his cock and back again. "If you won't stop bothering me about it then fine." 


"We don't-" Steve starts but before he can finish his sentence, Johnny's kissing him again. 
"If you tell anyone about this, I'll kill you," Johnny snaps after pulling away. "Now get on with it" 


Grabbing Johnny by the arm, Steve spins him around so that his face is pressed up against the concrete. 
Then, Steve begins to pull down Johnny's leather trousers. 


"What're you- The fuck are you doing, Steve?" Johnny nearly shouts, voice panicked. 
Barely suppressing the urge to groan, Steve stops again. "You want me to stick me cock up your ass or not?" 


Johnny makes another strange noise, one that sounds vaguely like a scoff. "You've got such a romantic way 


with words. No wonder women are always crawling all over you." 
"Just answer the damn question, Johnny.” 
"You're not going to do anything to me up against this wall. l'm not one of your whores." 


"Fine." Steve grabs Johnny by the arm again and drags him to the nearby table, bending him over it in one 
swift motion. "Better?" 


Johnny huffs, curling his arms under his chin. "It'll do." 


"Good" Letting out a brief sigh, Steve begins stroking his cock with one hand while shoving down Johnny's 
trousers with the other. "Cause I'm getting tired of your complaining.’ 


"| wouldn't be complaining if-" 


Steve gives Johnny's hair a sharp tug, cutting off the rest of Johnny's sentence and eliciting a brief cry from 


the other man 

"No more talking," Steve orders, doing his best impression of actual dominance. "And stay still” 

Doing what he's told for once, Johnny keeps his mouth shut and lets Steve coat his fingers and cock with 
saliva in peace. The obedience doesn't last though Johnny flinches away when Steve's impatient fingers press 


against his hole, forcing Steve to hold Johnny down against the table to keep him from wriggling away. 


"You're such a savage," Johnny hisses, not sounding particularly upset. "How long have you been wanting to do 


this?" 


For at least half the time Steve's known Johnny would be the honest answer. But Johnny doesn't need to know 
that. It'd inflate his ego too much. "I should be asking you the same question," Steve counters, pushing in 


another finger, forcing a moan from Johnny's throat. "You're the one who started this.” 
"And you're the one who-" 


Steve shoves his two fingers the rest of the way into Johnny and curls them. Johnny howls , the hand he 
clamps across his mouth doing nothing to muffle the sound. 


"Want me to stop?" teases Steve, curling his fingers again in hopes of hearing the same noise. 

Johnny shakes his head desperately, shoving a fist into his mouth. 

Taking that as a ‘no’, Steve curls his fingers one last time before pulling them out and lining up his cock with 
Johnny's entrance. He pushes himself in with one hard thrust, taking a sick bit of pleasure in the thin scream 
of pain from Johnny that follows. 

"Bastard," Johnny mumbles as he forces himself to relax, going liquid against the table." Keep going ' 

Steve obeys. 

With one hand pressing down on Johnny's back and the other gripping tightly to his thin waist, Steve snaps his 
hips forward over and over again. Johnny squeals and moans at each thrust, pushing himself backwards in a 


sloppy rhythm. 


As Steve continues, his mind begins to grow hazy just as it always does during sex. His thoughts blend as his 


pleasure increases, and then peter out all together, his brain going blank as he pants over Johnny. 

Steve finishes far too soon, with Johnny finishing only seconds afterwards. They rest together briefly, both 
catching their breath and letting the afterglow of orgasm wash over them, before Steve finally gets around to 
shaking himself loose. He pulls himself out roughly and Johnny stands up, looking impressively unphased much 
to Steve's great disappointment. 

At least that awful glint hasn't returned to Johnny's eyes yet. Steve considers that a victory. 


"This didn't happen," says Johmy, pulling up his trousers. 


"Yep." Steve nods. "Never happened." 


